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The ffillme efkBgZear, 

Is it not as this mouth Hiould tearc this- hand 
For lifting food to’tfbut I v/fll punilh furc. 

No I will wfepe no more, in fuch a night as this ! 

G Regan, gornriB^yom old kind fiither (lies, 

Whofe franke heart gaue you all; O that way madnes 
Let me ihun that, no more of that. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter. 

Lear . Prethe goe in thy felfe, feeke thy one cafe; 
Thistempeft will not giuemeleaueto ponder 
Gn things would hurt me more, but ile goe in*. 

Poore naked wretches, where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pittiles night, 

How lhall your houfc-leffe heads,and vnfed fidcs, 
Your loopt,and windowed rag^ednes defend you 
From feafons fuch as thefej'G Ihaue tane 
Too little care of this, tak^lff ficke ppinpe 
wnatwrc 




Expofc thy felfo to feele what wretches feele. 

That thou mayft lhake the fuperflux to them. 

And ftiew the heauens more iuft. . 

Toile* Come not in here Nunckle, her s a lpitit,nelpe nie,helpe 

’Kenu Giue me thy hand, whofe there. 

JFW#. Afpiric,hefayes,hisnam’spoorcTtfw» ^ 

Kent. What art thou that doft grumble there in the ftrafl, 

tome forth i . ,11 k 

Ed?. Away, the fo wle fiend followes me, thorough the fliarp . 
hjhorne blowcs the cold wind, goe to thy cold bed and watmc 

Haft thou giuen all to thy two daughters, andartthou 

edr. Who giues any thing to poorcTcw* whoroe the feule 
Eiende hath led through 6 re, and through ’ 


Fiencle hatn lea tnrougu nre, auu ““”"0 „ 4 i,niuesvn- 
whirli-poole, ore bog and quagmire, 

dcr his pillow,and halters in his pue,fet ratsbane by his p g . 

made l!im proud of heart to ride on a bay crottin^^^^^^ 
foure incht bridges, to courfe his owneftiadow L 

bleft'ethyfiuewi?s,r.i«xacpld,blcflethee^^^^^^^ 

ftarre-blufting,and talcing, doe poore / om forac than , 


\ 


TheHlflme of King tear, 

the foule fiend ycxesjthere could Ihaue him now, and there, and 

and there againe. u • ,r • 

Ltar. What, hisdaughtersbroughthim tothispallc? 

Couldft thoufaue nothing, didft thou giue them all ? 

Feele. I^ay hc referu’d a blanket , elfc we h ad beene all fliam’d. 
Lear. Nowaffth^lagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang feted oremensfiiults, fall on thy cfaughters. 

Kent. He hath no daughters fir. 

Lear. Death traytor nothing could haue fubdued nature 
Tofuchalowncs but his vnkind daughters; 

Isit thefeftiionthacdifcardedfethcrs- 
Should haue thus little mercy on their ficfjji 
ludiciouspuniftiment twas thisflclli 
Begot thofe Pelicane daughter s . 

£dg. Pilicock fete on pelicocks hill, a lo lo lo. 

FoeU. This cold night will turne vs all to foolcg& madmen. 
Fdg. Take heedeat’h foule fiend, obay thy parents,keep thy 
words iuftly, fwearenot, commit not with raans-fworne^ouft, 
fetnotthy fweet heart on proud array, Tomt a cold, 

Lear. What haft thou beene# 

£dg. A Seruingman, proud in heart and mind, that curld my 
haire, woreglouesinmy cap,fcrued the lull ofmy miftris heart, 
anddidtheaft of darkcneswithher,fworeas many oaths as I 
foake words, and broke them in the fvs'cet fece of heauen, one 
thatfleptinthecontriuing of Juft, and wakt to doe it, win e lo- 
uedi deeply , dice deercly , and in woman out-parnmord the 
Turke, felfo of heart,light of eare,bloudie ofhand jHog in floch, 
Foxinfteaith, VVoolfoin greedincs , Dog in madnes, Lyon 
% pray; let not the creekingof fhooes,northeruffngs offilkcs 
betray thy poore heart to women, keepe! thy fbote out ofbro- 
thell, thy hand out of placket, thy pen from lenders booke, 
and defietlicfeulefiend;ftill through thehathorne blowes the 
cold vvind, hay no on ny. Dolphin my boy, my boy, cofifo 
lethimtrotby. 

Lear. Why thou wert better in thy graue, then to anfwcre 
with thy vneouered bodie this extremitie of the skies, is man no 
^ but thi^ofider him well thou oweft the worme no filke, 
the beaft no liide, the iheepcno wooll, the cat no perfume; her’s 
three ons arc fophifticated,thou art tiae thing itfoIfe;vnaccora- 
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